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Article 3

Capital Punishment
by Al1Ulnda McClellan
CHARACTERS:
DEVIL

After presiding over the damned since the
beginning of time, the Devil still loves his job.
He meets each new prospective recruit with a
flamboyant zeal. He is proud of his position
and will not be satisfied if even one soul
escapes his grasp.

RICHARD

Richard is ashy, middle-aged journalist.
Although he never considered himself a bad
guy, he doesn't feel secure in his own morals
and convictions.

Richard has just died and finds himself on the threshold between
Heaven and Hell. Hefinds himself talking to the Devil, who wants
him in Hell, but is having trouble finding things to convict him on.
Richard, in his nervousness, is rattling off things he has done
"wrong. "
STAGE:
Richard is sitting in an ornate high-backed chair. Next to him is
another chair, only decorated more brightly than the first. Pale red
and blue smoke filters in. Off in the distance, muffled screams and
hammerings are heard. Richard is dressed in a black suit and tie,
probably the one he was buried in. When he enters, the Devil is
dressed in a yellow and green zoot suit and tap shoes.

Enters Devil:
DEVIL: (looking RICHARD up and down) Mmmmmmmmm ... This is going
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to be tough.
RICHARD: Wh-What do you mean?
DEVIL: Did you ever kill somebody?
RICHARD:

No, of course notl

DEVIL: Did you ever even hurt anybody?
RICHARD: God, noll
DEVIL: Who?
RICHARD:

(quickly) I mean no.

DEVIL: Good recovery. This is still going to be hard. Why don't you tell
me about yourselfl
RICHARD:

Because I-I'd rather not.

(Loud scream. RICHARD jumps.)
DEVIL: (sits down) Tell me anyway.
RICHARD: Urn, okay, I am--was--a journalist.
DEVIL: What made you decide to be a journalist?
RICHARD: I always wanted to point out things wrong with the world.
DEVIL: That's beautiful, to want to point out the finer things in the world to
people.
RICHARD: Uh, anyways, I received numerous awards for my work,
including the prestigious Lincoln Award.
.
DEVIL: Did you ever fabricate any of your work?
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RICHARD: No!
DEVIL: Dang! There goes that idea!!
RICHARD: Huh?
DEVIL: But that's alright. I'll get you for something. Did you ever steal
anything?
RICHARD: Never ... (thinks a moment) ... Wait a minute ...
DEVIL: (excited, leans in) Yes, yes! Go on!!
RICHARD: Well, there was this one time ... (pleadingly) But I didn't mean
it! I couldn't sleep for a week! I felt terrible about itlll
DEVIL: (solemnly) Now, Richard, a theft is a theft no matter how much you
regret it. (Leans in and grins.) Now tell me, what was it?
RICHARD: Well, I stole a grape from the supermarket. (DEVIL sighs) I just
couldn't help it. It was the biggest one in the pile. And well, you
know ...
DEVIL: (rises, circles stage) No, no!! That is just no good. The firepits are
empty. I'm running out of people to roast!! And now they send me
Mother Theresa in a necktie!!!
RICHARD: Hold it, you're actually running out of souls?!
DEVIL: (surprised that Richard was listening) Of course. What do you
think? That I keep them here for eternity?
RICHARD: Well ... (confused) Yeah, I mean that's what I was told.
DEVIL: (amused) Richard, think for yourself. Why would a soul be created
just to be here until the end of time? (sits down)
RICHARD: I... I never really thought of it like that. I suppose it doesn't
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make sense.
DEVIL: It's a good thing that it doesn't.
Charles Manson that long.

I don't want to be here with

RICHARD: So you're telling me that people don't stay down here that long?
DEVIL: That's right.
RICHARD: Wow- That's greatll- I mean, that's interesting.
DEVIL:

(smiling maliciously) But I make sure that they never forget being

here.

RICHARD: Y-You don't?
DEVIL: No, take the first-century monk that I just released.
RICHARD:

A monk!! What was his crime?

DEVIL: Molesting one of his students.
RICHARD: Wow! That's horriblell
DEVIL: Yes, it is. That's a crime that not even I condone. I hated to let
him go.
RICHARD: Well, I hope you taught him his lesson while he was here.
DEVIL: (rises, offended and angered) Of course I didll!
RICHARD: Y-Yes. Of c-course you did.
DEVIL: (chuckles to himself) Why, I tore his skin off myself. (looks at
Richard, grins) ... And I didn't stop there. Then I boiled it in his own
blood and fed it to him.
RICHARD:

(rubbing the skin on his own face) You... (gulps) ... did?
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DEVIL: (leans in) Then I did something even more horrible and disgusting
than that. (whispers) You wanna know what it was?
RICHARD: (shaking his head, hoarsely) No.
DEVIL: (still whispering) I made him watch reruns of the Brady Bunch.
(roars laughing, clears his throat) But enough of that. Let's get back
to you. You must have done something wrong. I wonder what.
Perhaps you ran an animal down with your car. Maybe you took
candy away from a child or something .... (RICHARD looks down,
guilty)... You did!1I
RICHARD: Well ...
DEVIL: (sits, hopeful) Come now, Richard. You know you can't tell a lie
here.
RICHARD: Well, I was working at St. Mary's Mission Home one Christmas
Eve.
DEVIL: (disappointed, sighs) You were.
RICHARD: Yeah, I was playing Santa Claus for the benefit drive we were
having at the paper.
DEVIL: Interesting.
RICHARD: I remember little Bobby took two gifts instead of one. Well, I
didn't have any left for the last girl.. .. (looks down, ashamed) So I...
I took one of Bobby's presents.
DEVIL: How long did you work at the home?
RICHARD: When I began working at the paper. I was told the boss liked
that sort of stuff. (DEVIL looks up.) Vh, then right up until I. ..
(whispers) died.
DEVIL: (whispers) How did you die?
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RICHARD: Drive-by shooting.
DEVIL: Oh.
RICHARD: Yeah, I was walking home from church, (suddenly on guard) I
always went to church! Every Sunday, Wednesdays, too!! Never
missed it for the worldll
DEVIL: Oh, alright, I get your point. Now, please, go on.
RICHARD: Anyway, I was walking home from Sunday night services one
night when a big, black Cadillac comes driving by. I see some kid
lean out with a 12-gauge shotgun. (imitates the action) I hear two
shots and the next thing I know -I'm here.
DEVIL:

(hopeful and with a grin) Do ya know if the guy who shot ya died?

RICHARD:

No ... I don't think so ...

DEVIL: Damn! ...
RICHARD: (suddenly alarmed) No! No, please! There were plenty of
grapes! They didn't even miss itl! And as for Bobby, I bought him a
toy truck the very next dayl! I didn't mean to hurt himll! Oh,
please!!!!
DEVIL: Oh, be quiet. (pats Richard on the back) It's okay. I wasn't
talking about you. (RICHARD settles down) It's just so frustrating.
Though you do remind me of a fellow who came down here a couple
of centuries ago.
RICHARD: Do I?
DEVIL: Yes, he was a pig farmer in the south of France. He came in here
just as nervous as you. He was mumbling prayers in French and was
a wreck.
RICHARD: What happened to him?
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DEVIL: Well, back then I wasn't hurting for people. The French Revolution
was going on, as you probably know. But there was just something
that I liked about this guy. Maybe it was the smell of pigs on him. I
managed to find a skeleton in his closet.
RICHARD: What was it?
DEVIL: The peasant girl down the road.
RICHARD: Oh.
DEVIL: Do you have any peasant girls in your closet, Richard?
RICHARD: No"!
DEVIL: That's alright. I'll find something. Let me see... (rises, paces
stage) I know! I'll use the Ten Commandments! That gets them
every time!... Did you ever commit adultery?
RICHARD: No.
DEVIL: No, of course not. We went through that one already, didn't we?
RICHARD: Yeah, I think so.
DEVIL: Did you ever bear false witness against your neighbor? ... (silence) ...
Richard?
RICHARD: Old Mrs. Hatter came out of her house one day wearing a purple
wig. She asked me if I liked it. I didn't, of course. But I told her I
did.
DEVIL: Did you tell the rest of the neighborhood that the bat was crazy?
RICHARD: (confused) No ...
DEVIL: That she killed her husband?
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RICHARD: Noll!
DEVIL: Rats! She did, you know?
RICHARD: What?!
DEVIL: Yeah, I've got her swimming in the lava pits right now.
RICHARD:

You're kidding?

DEVIL: Did you honor your mother and father?
RICHARD:
DEVIL:

Yes, always.

(suspicious) Always?

RICHARD: Yes, I didll
DEVIL: Did you ever use what's-his-face's name in vain?
RICHARD: Who? I
DEVIL: (muttering)

You know who ....

RICHARD: Oh, yeah ... I mean, nol I never used His name in vain.
Oh, ratsl! I don't know the rest. (looks at
Richard with contempt) This is unbearable. Things are going so well
up there.

DEVIL: Okay, did you ever...

RICHARD:

No, they're notlll

DEVIL: Of course they are.
RICHARD: Just the other day there was a drug bust down the road from me.
At night I'm awakened by screams coming from the next door
neighbor's kids. The next day they come out with bruises. Believe
me, things are not going well.
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DEVIL: Yeah?
RICHARD: Yeah!
DEVIL: Yesterday I had to let a convicted convict go.
RICHARD: But you're the Punisher. It's your job to keep people down here
to scare the rest of us.
DEVIL: While in prison, he became a preacher and converted every.one of
his cell mates. He didn't wait for me to get a hold of him.
RICHARD: I still would have kept him down here.
DEVIL: But why?
RICHARD: What about all those people he conned?
DEVIL: He conned money out of them.
RICHARD: Exactlyl!!
DEVIL: It was only money. Money that they parted with because they were
greedy. (laughs) He taught them a lesson in materialism.
RICHARD: 'A theft is a theft, no matter what,' remember?
DEVIL: Really?
RICHARD: He should be swimming in the lava pits.
DEVIL: Yeah?
RICHARD: Yes!1I
DEVIL: No matter what?
RICHARD: NO MATIER WHAT!!!
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DEVIL: Then I should have you there for that grape.
RICHARD:

... Never mind.

DEVIL: I still can't come up with anything to keep you down here for. So I
suppose you're free to go. I hope you have a pleasant eternity in
Heaven.
RICHARD: Well, I'm just glad to finally get out of that cruel world. Last
week, I passed a man sleeping in a trash bin.

(with an idea, sits down again) What did you do for him?

DEVIL:

RICHARD: Wh-What do you mean?
DEVIL:

(grins) Well, you didn't just leave him there, did you? It's the
middle of December, for Hell's sake. He would have frozen to death.

RICHARD: Well ... Vh ...
DEVIL: And what about the neighbor? You called the authorities on him for
child abuse, right?
RICHARD: Well ... (very nervous now) I-I'm always so tired from working
at the mission home ...
DEVIL: Richard?
RICHARD: Yes?
DEVIL:

(grins wider) You had better get your swimming trunks.
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